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THIS BOOK /S DEDICATED TO 
MY WIFE, V/RGINIA, WHO SEES 


ME THROUGH THE DARK AND 
THE LIGHT. 
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Ideas thatare rigid 
Don't hold Much 
mes ery 
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sometimes WE JUST WATCH 
THE BUG ZAPPER... 
/ ITS BETTER THAN Tvs 
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Every night. around midnight I wait on the muse, I+ may 
come Swooshing in through an dpen windaw, I may see it in 
Something Tm reading, or i+ may come unexpected threugh 
the TY AST Sit nightly waiti watching like 
: bala he Die Dg ; 
+he rerrible Human wiovie oF Life, buy Oniike game 
unblinking god £ turn the ‘ 
or Something Comic, NOF ar 


~My own life will da nicely, Thank yeu 
and © laugh at Somethin entire 
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boredom of 


He Begin orl 
SOMme Starr Aight God 
alooP with his Fingers 
lit the Pile of every thing 
“usterious and 


INTeresting... 





AND suddenly, like Ive dene every night For ten 
years, El jump up and stact smearing oil paint 
ACroSs$ Seme paper or ScME Canvas, maybe 
Some image ive spied in a magazine, 
or of Ff T.V., or From who knows where my 
muse inspires, but usually people, self 
porteaits oF demons, frvendls, new 
olead, Strangers, women, men, animals 
AND there on the walls surrounds 
me the black and bright Fruits 
of mnumerable nightly Jabours, 
there Surrounds me like a di 
Circus of friends,enemies, 
especially olemons- stuck seal 


On the walls Wke uninvite 
guests, Or WiSIONS tw/TtA 


Nouhere else to go. 
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“SKINS” £ Call them, like the animal 
and human skins an ancient 
hunter has labored ove tanned, 
lagvered- all thats left 1s the 
Sdul essence (mine)- SsTaring 
at me like my blind childaen- 
Cave PainFing in fact 


jnomy 12x12 Foot 
Room. 





I finish one, (t might be Bor 4o'tclock 
b NOW, everything Quiet Oursrde, 
NO Sounds as I~ Stare out 4 
My OWN eyes, my own levi | 
LVe Circled and trapped vy 
The innocent, living Pain 
“better out thantn L say- 
aNd switch off the light 
and To bed 
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they converse and move /n the night, aS 
the mon light lides over them one 
4 one L catch the 24es and the 
o silent again waiting For me 
+o Sleep S0aS Ta Goon 
creepy Crauyl INg the 


Walls he POOM.« 
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Ln the brilliant noon [ight 
the unseen in the night 
Colors really come dut, 
the image Seems more 
tortu red, QA night thing 
Out of its element, trap- 
ed in the living daylight 
On the other side. 
Some clay I'll build 
G. big bonfire and send 
them back to Heli where 
tAey Pelong, Scr ei 
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BANIMAL: 


One of the Undead. 
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portrait oF the artist 
as A Yyovng demon, 






take this ink, for it is any blood, 
this paper, my body SiGe 


ME 


D.R, #1 completecl Friday the 13th way le ©/993 
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